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DRURY LANE. 
Monday.—Macheth, and the Students of 
Bonn. 
Tuesday.—Acis and Galatea, Students 
of Bonn, and The Windmill, 
Wednesday.—Gisippus, the Students of 
Bonn, and The Windmill. 
Thursday.—Acis and Galatea, Prisoner 
of War, and Students of Bonn. 
Friday. — Gisippus, Students of Bonn, 
and The Windmill. 
Saturday.—Acisand Galatei, Prisoner of 
War, and Students of Bonn. 


The annals of the British stage do 
not offer a more complete and effect- 
ive embodiment of one of Shakes- 
pere’s gorgeous poems than in this 
present representation of Macbeth. 
In acting, in costume, in scenic ef- 
fects, it is alike perfect, whilst the 
musical accessories, Locke’s broad 
and flowing melodies, lend a charm 
and assist the spectator in carrying 
out his own ideas of the witcheries 
and superstitious awe which pervade 


.] SATURDAY, 





APRIL 9, 1842. [Price 1}p 


this poem. We last week devoted 
our attention exclusively to the im- 
personation of its hero by Mr, Mac- 
ready. It has been universally ad- 
mitted to be a matchless perform- 
ance, and we must in justice add 
that all the minor characters, the 
branches which shoot out from the 
parent tree, have all imbibed the 
same excellence. Mrs, Warner's 
Lady Macbeth presents in costume 
and figure a fine subject for the ar- 
tist, and Phelps and Anderson vie 
with each other in giving effect to 
their respective embodiments, the 
latter of whom as Banquo merits 
our highest praise. Phelps is the 
best Macduff on the stage. The 
whole strength of the company is 
thrown into the choruses, Miss 
Horton may be distinguished among 
the crowd by her acting as well as 
singing. This young lady daily im- 
“ange in her vocation; she throws 
1er whole soul into the art, and in 












































































114 THEATRICAL JOURNAL. 


her we forget the actress and only 
see the character. The singing and 
acting of II. Phillips as Hecate ts 
highly commendable. We need 
hardly add that the groups of witches 
are extremely picturesque, and that 
the scenery is beautiful and fanciful 
and in perfect keeping with the inte- 
rest of the poem. 

The Students of Bonn is a lively, 
sparkling, and bustling little operetta, 
although not boasting of much ori- 
ginality, as it derives its interest, in 
fact, story, from the highly success- 
ful little drama, the Boarding School. 
As therefore the story is nearly the 
Same, it would be telling a twice 
told tale to repeat it; suffice it to say 
that the music by Rodwell is pleas- 
ing, and in some instances, very 
effective, especially the duet by Mr. 
Allen and Miss Romer, which is 
nightly encored, and the concerted 
music where the Students are admit- 
ted into the sanctuary of the ladies’ 
seminary. 

Acis and Galatea continue to charm 
all real lovers of music. ‘The Pri- 
soner of War is still confined, and 
the Windmill goes merrily on. <A 


new play in five acts is in course of 


preparation. 


COVENT GARDEN, 
Monday.—Murriage of Figaro, 
Tuesday.— Bubbles of the Day. 
Wednesday.—Marriage of Figaro. 
Thursday.—La Sonnambula. 
Friday.—Marriage of Figaro, 
Saturday.—Bubbles of the Day. 

“The White Cat” every Evening. 
Tue fairy tales of our childhood 
appear realized under the magic wand 
of the enchantress who presides over 
the destinies of this theatre,—no dif: 
ficulties startle her—no apparent im- 
possibilities daunt her, she waves her 
wand, and gorgeous palaces rise from 
the earth—she moves her hand and 
invisible attendants bring before her 
eye the treasures of the deep :—she 





speaks the word, and gnomes and 
fairies sport about and play and obey 
every command, The Sleeping Beau- 
ty was succeeded by the Beauty and 
the Beast; now the White Cat occu- 
pies the hearth of Covent Garden, 
and gambols in all the sportiveness 
of its prototype. The tabbies are 
all in a state of amazement at the 
boldness of endeavouring to realize 
their doings. Miss Marshall pre- 
sents a most delightful specimen of 
the feline race—she reminds us often 
of Jenny Vertpre in ‘“ La Chatte 
métamorphosée en femme.” Madame 
Vestris as Prince Paragon, truly bears 
out her name,—her sly and humour- 
ous singing is highly laughable,—her 
imitation of the monster Polyphemus 
is capital, the very acme cf legiti- 
mate caricature, The scenery is really 
very magnificent— nothing can be 
more fanciful than the illuminated 
palace of the White Cat, with its 
countless lamps and lustres, all be- 
cause “ cats are fond of lights.”— 
The “ tail piece” is a splendid effort 
of art, to which we can add nothing, 
except the classic motto which it 
bears,—** Finis coronat O’Puss !” 

The Marriage of Figaro is beauti- 
fully put upon the stage,—and how 
exquisitely all Mozart’s delicious 
melodies are warbled by the fair vo- 
calists, Miss Kemble’s singing is 
finished in the extreme,—excellent 
taste and purity of voice are combin- 
ed in giving effect to the flowing and 
graceful airs with which this opera 
abounds. It is a matter of regret 
that this gem was not produced earlier 
in the season. It was an unwise policy 
to delay it so long. After Norma 
the Marriage of Figaro should have 
been offered to the town, who had 
been so long satiated with Bellini’s 
and Donizetti’s music. The Son- 
nambula was brought forward on 
Thursday, and in this opera (perhaps 
one of the most beautiful that 
was ever composed) Miss Kemble has 
achieved another triumph :—we shall 
speak more at length in a future 
number, 
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HAYMARKET. 


Mr. and Mrs. C. Kean made their 
first appearance here on Monday in 
Macbeth. The house was well at- 
tended, and they were well received 


throughout the performance. On | 


Wednesday Mr. Kean played Ham- 


let, which is decidedly his best per- | 


formance. 





SURREY. 
“ The Pearl of the Harem” presents 
some really splendid scenes, which 


of the “ rocky passes” in the drama 
are fearfully grand, and as Batty’s 


abandon his rage for “ tearing a 
passion to tatters.” The scenes in 
the circle continue attractive, and 
M. Leonard improves in the daring 
with which he vaults and whirls on 
his steed. 


VICTORIA. 


The Lucky Horse Shoe, of which 
we gave a brief notice last week, is 
likely for some time to retain a good 
share of popularity, for though the 


| drama is not altogether novel either 
reflect the highest credit on the ar- | 
tistical skill of the establishment ; two | 


well trained horses appear one above | 


the other in the heights and moun- 


tain passes, the effect is imposing | 


and complete. It is not often we are 


tempted to viewa second representa- | 


tion of the minor dramas, but in the 
case of The Pearl of the Harem we 
can repeat a visit with delight. and 
the pleasure is heightened in this 
instance as it augurs an improvement 
in the mode of management here, 
and enables us to speak of the Sur- 
rey in more flattering terms than we 
have of late been accustomed to do. 
May not some of this improvement 
be attributable to the practical expe- 
rience of Mr. Wilkinson? A word 
or two, however, to qualify our ap- 
proval: the acting generally is good ; 
H. Hughes, Neville, and Mrs, Vi- 
ning are admirable, and the mimic 
action of Mr. T. Thompson is equal 
to anything we have seen in that 
line; but the guttural growling and 
over-strained efforts of Mr. Hicks 
are really intolerable. Does this 
gentleman think it his duty to please 
none but the “‘ gods?” There may 


be some magic in the “ bravo, | 
Hicks!” which occasionally greets | 


his maniacal contortions, but he 


should not forget that there is some- | 
thing due to the respectable and in- | 


tellectual portion of the audience. 
Let us hope he will take the hint and 





in the construction or the story, it 
is worked up with considerable skill, 
and the leading characters are well 
and energetically sustained. The 
part assumed by Mr, E. F, Saville, 
who is alternately the tool and the 
master of a villanous Squire Gray- 
lingford, (by whom his paternal 
rights have been wrested from him 
through a substitution of one for 
the other in infancy,) 1s very power- 
fully portrayed, and though it is not 
a line of character best adapted for 
testing Mr. Saville’s powers as a 
chaste and accomplished actor, it 
affords ample proof of the versatili- 
ty of his genius. Miss Vincent is 
the heroine of the piece, in which 
she shines with her accustomed supe - 
riority in domestic drama. Mr. 
Dale as the Squire very judiciously 
and effectively supports the charac. 
ter, as does Mr. Gardner, in his rich 


comic vein, that of the possessor of 


the Lucky Horse Shoe. Miss Cove- 
ney, who is new to these boards and 
who acts the part of a rather coquet- 
tish wife, is certainly an acceptable 
acquisition ; she plays with easy 
archness and sings charmingly. The 
Easter spectacle of Aladdin and the 
Wonderful Lamp continues to poss- 
ess a lively interest, which, together 
with the operatic piece of the Hol- 
stein Hussar, wherein Miss Coveney 
again appears advantageously, have 
contributed to render the present 
week’s performances highly attrac- 
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QUEEN’S. 

The Easter production at this thea- 
tre, a notice of which was omitted 
last week for want of space, bears 
the anti-euphonious title of ‘ Dirty 
Dick, or Jerry Abershaw the Iigh- 
wayman.” It was completely suc- 
cessful, and as it embodies some his- 
torical incidents of an interesting 
nature, which have been very cle- 
verly worked up, aided by a full 
quantum of comic effects, we have 
no doubt it will have a fair 1un and 
prove remuncrative. The scenery 
and appointments are excellent, and 
the principal characters are spiritedly 
played by Mr. Collins the vocalist, 
Messrs. J. Parry, Moss, Manders, 
Mrs. J. Parry, Miss Rogers, and 
Miss Wrighten. ‘The Queen’s The- 
atre’s version of Norma has been 
continued throughout the week, 


ALBERT SALOON. 


On Monday was produced here for 
the first time a Caledonian romantic 
drama in three acts, called Wallace, 
the Hero of Scotland! with some 
new scenery, dresses, and every ap- 
pointment of a very appropriate des- 
cription, amongst which was a very 
splendid banquet scene, which would 


have done credit to any theatre. Of 


the acting we can speak with unqua- 
lified praise ; Mr. Edwards, who 
— the principal character, 

allace, Regent of Scotland, was 
bold, energetic, and full of spirit; 
his acting on the ramparts of the 
Castle in the last scene brought down 
a peal of applause. Mr. Jones en- 
acted the comedy part allotted to 
him in his usual pleasing manner, 
and a scene where the soldiers enter 
his cottage in pursuit of Wallace, 
where he defends himself at the door 
with a broom, excited great laugh- 
ter. Mrs. Ismay perhaps was never 
seen to greater advantage in the dis- 
guise of a young Highlander; her 
fencing was splendid. Messrs, Tay- 
lor, Hill, Andrews, and indeed the 





whole, merited the applause that 
was bestowed upon them. The Sa- 
loon was crowded. By the bye, we 
ought not to omit the duet of 
“* Mighty Jove,” as sung by Howell 
and Ismay; it was sung in a manner 
we did not expect to hear, but it ap- 
pears the audience could neither ap- 
preciate the music nor the singing, 
but we candidly confess it was one 
of the greatest musical treats we 
ever heard here, 


APOLLO SALOON, 
Yorkshire Stingo. 


We visited this place of amusement 
for the first time since theatrical per- 
formances have taken place here, 
and though the company is small it 
is sufficient to say they are very ef- 
fective upon the whole, Mr. Moul- 
ton the manager is a comedian of 
great merit; he is easy and natural 
in his manner, without grimace, and 
never overdoes his part nor takes a 
liberty with the audience. He _ is 
also an excellent comic singer. Mr. 
Bland is a pretty ballad singer, and 
of gentlemanly appearance. Mr. 
Wilson is a good actor and aa 
very useful; and a Mr, Johnson 
sang the comic song of Dont I love 
my Mother ? in a truly comic vein. 
Of the ladies we can speak in unqua- 
lified praise. Mrs. Moulton is a 
very pretty woman, a good actress, 
and seemed a great favorite. Miss 
Seymour is a good musician and a 
very sweet singer, and it canonly be 
from want of patronage she is here; 
a Miss Pritchard, who sang a sweet 
ballad, is of good ability, and is 
evidently very young; it is a pity 
this young lady should be without 
proper instruction, for she both 
sings and dances in rather a superior 
manner. The Band is not numerous, 
but excellent players, and upon the 
whole the performances are respect- 
ably conducted. 
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RAMBLES ROUND LONDON. 
No. 2. 


THE OLD RED LION, 
St. John’s Street Road. 


To be caught in a shower is no plea- 
sant thing, and, as the sailor says, 
any port in a storm, This being 
the situation we were placed in the 
other day in our walks towards Is- 
lington, we popped into a very old 
fashioned house called the Old Red 
Lion, St. John’s Street Road. On 
entering the parlor we were much 
struck by the number of pictures 
hanging round the room, and on 
examining them, found they were 
original engravings, the subjects be- 
ing Hogarth’s Marriage 4 la Mode, 
Morning, Noon, Night, Industry, 
and Idleness, &c., and indeed al- 
most all the subjects that inimitable 
artist had painted. They proved a 
great treat to us, so much so that 
we forgot the worthy host paid his 
rent by selling spirituous liquors, 
&e., which we omitted to call for 
till we found the rain had abated ; 
not till then we thought it time to 
spend our moiety for shelter, The 
waitress, who was a very pretty wo- 
man, was very civil and obliging, 
and brought our grog very much to 
our palate; and in consequence of 
our getting into conversation with 
some gentlemen who we suppose are 
in the habit of frequenting the room, 
we took another glass and talked 
about the pictures, for which we 
understand the worthy host has been 
offered two hundred pounds. 

If any of our readers should be 
passing “* The Old Red Lion,” they 
will find food for the mind as well as 
the body, a good parlor, an agree- 
able company, and a dish of good 
looks from the landlord and his wor- 
thy spouse. 

COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our Correspondents. 
Worster.—The festivities 





Easter holiday have been enlivened 
by the pomp and pageantry of Du- 
crow’s equestrian, dramatic, and gym- 
nastic establishment, engaged by Mr. 
Bennett. Mazeppa was the opening 
piece, and a finer dramatic spectacle, 
as every body knows, cannot be pro- 
duced: the gorgeous blaze of Polish 
and Tartaric chivalry, mixed up and 
heightened by its contrast with the 
softening influences of women; the 
wild and horrible accompaniments of 
the hero’s flight, immoveably bound 
at the mercy of the untamed steed ; 
the rapid changing of the spectacle ; 
and the popular finale—all a oa | 
tend to excite curiosity, emotion, and, 
as far as this very unrivalled stud is 
concerned, intense admiration: indeed 
we aver that the observer who cannot 
extract something pleasing from the 
wonderful results of education on 
brutes, is not one degree removed 
from an Esquimaux. The horse rid- 
den by Mazeppa is a docile and very 
beautiful creature, and seems capable 
of enacting wonders; but the field of 
operations was unfortunately limited, 
and in consequence there was but a 
partial developement of effect,— 
enough however to satisfy the quid- 
nuncs. The other features of the 
present entertainments, produced by 
** enchanted acrobats,” equestrians 
and their chargers apparently import- 
ed from the island of Lilliput, with 
a multiplicity of adjuncts, are, vulgo, 
“ too numerous to particularize.”— 
The exhibition will continue for some 
time. 

Devenport THEATRE.—On Mon- 
day last Mr. Owen took his benefit, 
when the house was very crowded, 
The pieces chosen were Adelgitha 
and ‘ Oliver Twist,” with a great 
variety of other entertainments. In 


_ the former piece Master Owen ap- 


peared as Lothair, and he also ad- 
mirably personated the workhouse 
boy Oliver Twist. He certainly look- 
ed the character, and what is of more 
importance, he acted it to the life. 


| The plaintive expression of wretched- 


of our | 


ness, and the exceeding ingenuous- 
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Ness of manner were well shown. Mr. 
Owen was called for on the stage, 
and in a short address, thanked the 
audience for the compliment paid 
him, and stating his determination 
to render the theatre worthy of pub- 
lic patronage. Mrs. Owen was loudly 
applauded in the various songs, and 
avery elegant wreath was thrown at 
her feet from the boxes, We must 
not forget to mention that in Oliver 
Twist, the parts of Fagan and Bill 
Sikes, were excellently sustained. 


MISS HELEN FAUCIT. 

We are much gratified to observe 
that this highly gifted and amiable 
lady is so far recovered from her re- 
cent indisposition, as to be able to 
resume her professional duties. We 
copy the highly flattering notice from 
the Brighton Herald of Saturday last: 

“ The theatre was opened on 
Tuesday and Thursday evenings for 
the purpose of introducing Miss 
Helen Faucit and Mr. W. H. Bland 
to a Brighton audience—on the for- 
mer night in Bulwer’s play of the 
Lady of Lyons; on the latter, in 
Sheridan Knowles’s play of the 
Hunchback. — On both occasions 
Miss H. Faucit gave proofs of the 
highest powers. - Nothing could be 
more forcible and affecting than her 
delineation of the deepest passions 
of the heart: every phase was reflect- 
ed on features which are full of ex- 
pression, and capable of pourtraying 
alike the deepest grief, the highest 
indignation, and the most buoyant 
mirth, There has not been such 
actress as Miss Helen Faucit on the 
Brighton stage for many a day. In 
the closing scenes of the Hunchback 
her acting was electrifying. The des- 
cription of her desperate situation, 
and the consequences to which it 
may lead, to Master Walter—her ap- 
peal to him to save her—the wonder- 
ful energy which she threw into the 


the task to me,” completely carried 
away the feelings of the house, and 





| 
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at each pause brought down repeated 
rounds of applause. Nor were the 
more delicate touches of feeling de- 
picted with less happiness The avow- 
al of her forgetfulness of her father 
was full of beauty; her affection for 
Master Walter equally so. Indeed, 
it was a masterpiece of acting, and 
We are afraid will spoil us for some 
time to come. The play was altoge- 
ther admirably performed.” 





DRAMATIC NOTINGS. 
No. 9. 

The chief casts of MACBETH 

From 1814 to 1842. 


1814.—pruRY LANE. 
Macbeth, E. Kean. Macduff, Rae. 
Lady Macbeth, Mrs. Bartley. 
1824.—DRURY LANE, 
Macbeth, E. Kean. Banquo, Pope. 
Macduff, J. Wallack. Lady Mace- 
beth, Mrs. Bunn. 


1827.—bDRURY LANE. 
Macbeth, W. C. Macready. Banquo, 
Cooper. Macduff, J. Wallack. 
Lady Macbeth, Mrs. Bunn, 
1839. — COVENT GARDEN. 
Macbeth, W. C. Macready. Banquo, 
Warde. Macduff, Phelps. Lady 
Macbeth, Mrs. Warner. 


1840.—DRURY LANE, 
Macbeth, W. C. Macready. Banquo, 
G. Bennett. Macduff, Phelps. 
Lady Macbeth, Mrs, Warner. 
1842.—DRURY LANE. 
Macbeth, W. C. Macready. Banquo, 
Anderson. Malcolm, Graham. 
Rosse, Elton. Macduff, Phelps. 
Lady Macbeth, Mrs. Warner. 
DELTA, 





THE ACTOR OF ALL WORK. 
Do you remember Bob Buskin? No, 


| —how should you? He has been 
| quiet in his grave at Stepney these 
concluding words, “ Do it, not leave | 


many years. Poor Bob! Those who 
missed seeing him are ignorant of 
one of the pleasantest rarities ever 
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turned out of the creative hand of | 
dame Nature. His mother was a | 
laly’s maid, with a pair of wicked 
black eyes; his father, a strapping | 
footman with a handsome leg—but | 
why should I detail his birth, parent- | 
age, and education? What does that 
irritable little cripple and _ poet, 
Pope, say? 
Worth makes the man, the want of it the 
fellow ; 
The rest is all but leather and prunella. 
Buskin agreed with the bard, and 
the most important article of his 
belief was ‘‘ all the world’s a stage.” 
Ile soon contrived to quit his mam- 
ma’s wing, (probably she was not 
vastly anxious to detain him) and 
thinking it incumbent on him “ to 
act his part,’ joined a company of 
strolling players, on the understand- 
ing that he should monopolise all 
the baby kings, princes, and ghosts 
in the drama, Such an engagement 
could be no sinecure—Bob toiled 
day and night for his stale crust, 
mouldy cheese, and rank onion, In 
Pizarro, he was Cora’s child, and 
tugged at Rolla’s carroty locks most 
unmercifully ; in King John, he was 
Prince Arthur, and whined in the 
most touching manner, to save his 
eyes from Hubert’s red hot curling 
irons. He enacted all the spirits of 
the infernal cauldron in Macbeth, 
— a ghost and a king in 
tichard the Third, and screamed 
most appallingly as the dainty Ariel 
of the Tempest. But he soon grew 
too tall for a baby, and though some- 
what too short for a here, was en- 
abled, with the aid of high-heeled 
shoes, to assume the character of 
Young Norval. The play of Doug- 
las was acted on the occasion in a 
village assembly room. Bob had 
been announced by himself as “a 
young gentleman, his first attempt 
on any stage,” and the more culti- 
vated part of the audience concurred 
in declaring, that if he would but 
learn to pronounce his words proper- 
ly, and wash his face cleaner, he 
might in time become a great acqui- 





sition to the boards. 
To be continued. 


GREEN-ROOM LAMENTATIONS 
FOR THE LOSS OF BILLY OXBERRY. 
“ Sublatum ex oculis querimus.’’—Horace, 


By the late Ralph Shirwin, of T. R, D. L. 


| Avasthe day! for mirth has fled the hall, 


Where Drury’s lively souls are wont to 
meet, 

A sorrowing sigh, sincere, is heard from all, 

To mourn their Billy Oxberry’s sad retreat, 


Yes, e’en the “ Merry Wives” are mourn- 
ful now, {plor’d; 
By them, the soul of Green-room wit, de- 
And seraphs grieve to see the pensive brow 
Of their terrestial rival—Mrs. Forp! 


And she who toys with Faustarr’s lech’rous 
age, {sad— 
Beneath Herne’s oak so well—she too is 
He’s tled who could almost make Mrs. Page 
A cubit to her mental stature add. 


While good Sir John with grief unfeign’d, 
laments [staunch 
The Justice still to humour’s cause so 
With downcast eye his body’s vast contents 
Surveys, and strokes his beard and pats 
his paunch. 
Poor Doctor Caius, too, is aua abois, 
Sir Hugh’s phiz-og is like his vestment— 
black ; 
My merry Garter-Host forgets to draw, 
And Bardolph to bring up the 
sack, 


Ford’s jealousies at this worst woe, remove, 
And Page’s mood no more breathes frank 
and free ; [love,” 
And Fenton, ’stead of warbling forth “« My 
Sings, ah! my Oxberry’s “ parted hence 
from me.” [tone 


And sweet Anne Page, in notes of lute-like 
= ** Justice Shallow like a shadow 
ies ;”” 
And Slender makes a yet more bitter moan 
Than at his sweet heart’s loss, and wipes 
his eyes. 
Alas the day! for mirth has fled the hall, 
Where Drury’s lively souls are wont to 
meet, 
A sorrowing sigh sincere 1s heard from all, 
To mourn their Billy Oxberry’s sad retreat, 


Charlie’s Hope. 





Chit Chat. 


We have reason to believe that Mrs, 
Nesbitt will form one of the company at 
Drury Lane in the ensuing season, 


Mr. H. Hall, from Manchester, a Mr. 
Wilson, from Edinburgh, and Miss Carre, 
from Bath, severally made their first ap 
pearance at the Haymarket last week ; 
but, though neither of them failed, they 
gave no evidence of any very superior 
talents, 
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Colosseum.—We paid a visit to Mr. C, 
Marshall’s exhibition, the chronography 
of Palestine or the Holy Land,—a series 
of sixty views, which, although not 
painted so well as we could have wished, 
give the beholder a tolerably correct no- 
tion of that part of the globe, so sacred 
in its associations to all Christians; and 
as such, we can safely recommend it to 
the public, 

Miss Clara Novello is expected to make 
her debut next season, on the boards of 
the Covent Garden Theatre. 

Since the days of poor Mathews, we 
know of no instance of asingle indi- 
vidual attracting such crowded audiences 
as Mr. Wilson has, since be commenced 
his illustrations of Scottish music. On 
Monday evening, the Music-hall, Store- 
street, was literally crowded by a highly 
respectable company, who were much de- 
lighted with the performance, and called 
for a repetition of several songs, which on 
that evening consisted of the most po- 
pular of those which Mr. Wilson has sung 
during the season. Mr. Laud accom. 
panied the melodies on the piano-forte, 
with his accustomed careand ability. Mr, 
Wilson will pass “ anither nicht wi’ Burns” 
on Monday. 

Among the fashionable diversions said 
to be in contemplation are private theatri- 
cals at Lord Francis Egerton’s, in which 
Miss Adelaide Kemble, and Mrs. Butler, 
her sister, would take the principal parts, 
Miss Adelaide Kemble made her first ap- 
pearance at a theatrical soiree, at Bridge- 
water house, which was the scene of some 
brilliant amateur performances in high 
life ; but it is understood that nothing has 
been finally arranged on the subject. 

The Princess’s Theatre has been sold to 
a gentleman of the name of Montague, 
who gave £14,500 for it, and £600 for 
the fixtures ; the original cost amounted to 
£47,000. What Mr. Montague intends 
to do with his purchase we have not been 
able to ascertain. 

We observe from the Victoria play-bills 
that 1 benefit in behalf of a charitable in- 
stitution, is to take place at this theatre, 
on Thursday, the 14th inst, and, from the 
bill of fare provided forthe occasion, we 
have no doubt the house will be crowded. 

We are sorry to hear that Mr. Yates is 
at present in a a dangerous state at Dublin, 








having again broken a_ blood-vessel | 


through sea-sickness. 
It is with much pleasure that we inform 


our readers that the health of Mr. Betty — 


is so much restored as to enable him to 
undertake an engagement in the country, 

Her Majesty, His Royal Highness 
Prince Albert, and suite, honcred Drury 
Lane Theatre on Monday evening, to see 
the performance of Macbeth. The au- 
gust visitors arrived just before the rising 
of the curtain, and remained till the con- 
clusion of the tragedy. 

Batty’s circus at Manchester, which 
was let toa Mr. Wells, was burnt down 
last week, and all the properties destroyed. 

A portion of the company lately at 
the Olympic arena, have proceeded to 
join Mr. Batty’s Irish company. We un- 
derstand Nicholls the clown, and those 


| admirable little artists, Master Newcome 


and Miss E, O’Donnell are among the 
number drafted off. 

The late Mr. Ducrow's company are 
playing at Liverpool with success, 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


A, S.—Mr. W. Farren was born in London; 
he made his first appearance at Covent 
Garden in 1818, in the character of Lord 
Ogleby. 

A Subscriber—Is informed, that although 
many of the actors belonging to the Drury 
Lane Theatrical Fund are performing at 
Covent Garden, they very likely belonged 
to the Drury Lane company at the time 
they became subscribers. 

M, Sully—We believe she is unmarried. 

A, B.—Yhe tale is a very good one, but it is 
very old, and has been dramatized before. 

Scrutanator.—We believe Mr. Sinclair is 
alive; he is of Scotch parentage and was 
born in 1790. 

A Lover of Justice.—This gentleman knows 
justice only by name, for we are certain he 
never practises it himself—at least not in 
his ungentlemanly remarks to us. 


To our Readers.—Orders for our publication 
may be given at the Office, to be sent to 
any part of the country, by paying a quar- 
ter in advance, Is. 6d. If we pay the 
postage, the quarter will be 2s. 7d. The 
second volume is now ready, and may be 
had of our Publishers. 


All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded to the Printer, post paid. 
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